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prison loomed large in his imagination* What would
happen to his family, to his rickshaw and his com-
fortable sampan ? And Ah Kien had spat upon
him and humiliated him. How he hated that
hollow-cheeked old man ! How terrible was the
fury of Pi Boon !
Kim Huat shivered. A great unhappiness came
over him. He stood there undecided in the seeth-
ing mass, gazing blankly at his countrymen's
sweat-rimmed faces. Then his brain cleared, and
he saw that the fire was completely under control;
people were moving away disappointedly now that
the flames were extinguished, Kim I In at wiped
the smuts from his eyes. He felt like laughing
when he realized that he was the originator of all
this excitement. There was a secret (Might in the
fact. He remembered experiencing a similar sen-
sation years ago, when his mother-in-law had
slipped on the steps he had greased. Suddenly all
the delight went out of his body. Beside Ixinx,
eyeing him quietly, stood the white-haired old nuin
who had accosted him as he was leaving the house
with the empty kerosene tins, the same whom he
had seen seated in the doorway on the previous
day. A pang of terror chilled his spine. This was
the house owner. Not far away he saw two
Siamese policeman.
The white-haired old man was speaking, "It
is most satisfactory. They will pay the insurance
money before New Year. You have concealed the
tins carefully ? "
Kim Huat stammered a dazed affirmative.